THE QUEEN OF  PORTUGALTHE QUEEN OF  PORTUGALhe slew in single combat, a crime which he expiated by some months' detention in a fortress. This story impressed me greatly, especially as, true to his habit, shortly after his arrival in Lisbon he challaiged the very diminutive Secretary of the Austrian Legation in connexion with some trivial dispute. I was always afraid he would pick a quarrel with my husband. One night he and the Belgian Secretary dined at our house, and afterwards we sat down to a game of cards. Walter objected to something in his play, whereupon, to my horror, with a furious gesture he threw his cards on the table. I saw my worst fears about to be realized, and, deeming the situation critical, I gracefully subsided under the table in a simulated faint. "Get him out of the house/' I whispered to the Belgian Secretary who assisted my husband to carry me from the room, " get the brute away! " He was got away, but in such a state of excitement that on his way home he had a heart attack in the street and was laid up for days, Anxious to placate him, I sent him soup and champagne, which had the curious effect of so improving our relations that, upon recovery, he promptly asked my husband and myself to dine with him. We accepted, but even that dinner was not to pass off without incident, and, to my surprise, I suddenly saw a look of anger pass over Walter's face. Said he, addressing the Hun in icy terms, "That is my foot, Count Wangenheim ! " Apparently he had been searching for mine ! How like a German to make a mistake.
